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THE FOLLOWING 
IS INSCRIBED TO 
GEORGE COLMAN, Eſq; 
By his ſincere Friend, and 
Obliged humble Servant, 


ADVERTISEMENT 
TO THE 


FE 1 

HE Cabrices d Amour ou Ninette a la. 

Cour, written by Mr. F avart, 18 

FR ground work of the following little 
piece, But I believe whoever ſhall 
examine both Operas, will find that I ha 4 
been perhaps too wanton in my imitation, 
and departed too widely from the original. 
They may probably wiſh that I had pil- 
fered more and written leſs. What I' 
have added, what I have omitted, or what 


* I have 


. 
- 


1 
@ + 


il 


I have alter'd, thoſe who can compare one 
piece with the other, will eaſily perceive, 
and to thoſe who cannot make the com- 
pariſon, any explanation on that head is 
* * | 


When Mr. Favart's comedy was firſt 
put into my hands, T could not but be 
much pleaſed with the life and ſimplicity 


he had thrown into his performance, with- 


out deſcending to that ſpecies of humour, 
which the Engliſh have very little 

reliſh of, groſs Italian buffoonry. This I 
have chiefly endeavoured to preſerve in the 
following Opera, with what ſucceſs the 
Public will determine. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


| M E N. 
Y Aſtolpho, Mr. Packer. 
| | . 5 8 Hobbinol, 7 Mr. Yates. Y 
1 Daman, Mr. Baddeley. 
[ Fabian, | Mr. Didier. F | 
E | Olin, Mr. Vernon. 
l WOM E N. 
| Phœbe, | Miſs Slack. 
Liſetta, Mrs. Clive. ; 
| Cl, Miſs Wright. 1 
| Emily, ; Mrs. Scott. 
| serxr a Country VILLAGE. 
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CAPRICIOUS LOVERS. 


ww, | ACT..1.. SCENE k 


A view of a plain intermixed with a number of fruit- 
trees, and the cottages of peaſants, the men and 
women employed in different occupations before 
their doors and in the field. 


PHoEBE af work. 


AIR 1. 


HIL ZE the cool and gentle PEER 
| Whiſpers . thro the m_ 
0 MVature walking ver the ſcene 
# Clad in robes of lively green, 
uo i | From the ſweetneſs of the place 
Labour wears a chearful face. 


Sure I 794 of j Joys ſincere, 
Faithful Colin ever near; 
When with ceaſeleſs toil oppreſs'd, 
Wearied nature ſinks to reſt. 

All my labours to beguile 


Love ſhall wake me with a ſmile. 
B hs, To 


— * 1 * * 
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To you, Colin, I am bethrothed, and to-morrow 
hall be our wedding-day ; let that thought make you 
_ chearful. Away, I prithee love, your work calls you 

remember that the fruit of your toils will ſoon be be- 
ſtowed upon me. 

Colin. Do you bid me Jeon you think 1 I 
have no power I am ſo happy. Will you, my deareſt, 
grant me one boon before I go? m 
| Phebe. Name it. | 

Colin. Your hand, that I may kiſs it. 

 Phebe. There—take it. | 

Colin. Now Tam. alive agen. T'll to my GEN 


ſtrait, and whilft I pluck the hag. you ſhall delight 
me with a ſong. 


[Colin gets up into the tree, the peaſants come round 
about him with their baſkets, in the mean time ſbe ſings.] 


AIR 


Sj 
A 

1 
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AIR I. 


PHonBE. | | | 
Of Colin's tender love poſſeſs'd | ' 
My heart is glad, my ſpirits blaſi; | 
His chearful looks, his ſoul ſincere 

Shall give the ſmile, and wipe the tear. 


po_—_— 
— 


C OLI N 0 ; J 
No ſplendour gilds my homely ſcene, "I 
My ftores are few, my cottage mean, s 
But Phoebe's ſmile rewards my pain, 
And Colin is a wealthy ſwain. 


BOT E. 


No 0 jealous thought ſhall lain my 1 
No fears alarm, no cares moleſt, 


Pleas'd with the Ns _ my hopes purſue 


Por gh. is hind, and I am true, 


* 
r 
\ 


; | SCENE II. 
1 HFogiNOoL, Damon. | x 
Hiob. Go your ways for a pair of fond turtles. — 
Ah Damon, it was juſt ſo for all the world when I 
went a courting to our Cicely. There was ſuch pip- 
ing, and ſinging, and dancing — Ah ! thoſe were 
merry days—well, well—but they are all done and paſt 
Damon. Trae, neighbour, true, we have had our 
day: let the young ones begin now—the very thoughts 


. 


| B 2 5 . 


Hob. Body o'm 
of them. : 


AIR III. 
Tho my features Jm told 
Are grown wrinkled and old, 
Dull wiſdom ] hate and deteſt. 
Not a wrinkle is there 
Which is furrow'd by care 


And my heart is as light as the beſt. 


When I look on my boys 
They renew my paſt joys, 
Myſelf in my children I ſee ; 
While the comforts I find 
In the kingdom my mind, 
Prinounce that my kingdom is free. 


In the days I was young, 
_ Oh! T capered and ſung, 
The laſſes came flocking apace. 
But now turn'd of threeſcore 
I can do fo no more, 
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of their approaching happineſs make .my old nerves 
ſpring agen, and I could almoſt caper for joy. | 
e, I grow young agen at the ſight 


ii then let my boy take my place, 


Of our pleaſures we crack, 

For we fill love the ſmack 
And chuckle oer what we have been; 

Yet why ſhoul we repine, 


You've had yours, Ive had mine, 


And now let our children begin. 


% 
n 3 rn 
Lad 8 3 o 1 
: : 2 - 
1 


. 
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Bae What ſignify the great folk, with their 
lace, and their furbelows ?—all is not gold that 
gliſtens, neighbour, many a ſound looking ſheep, is 
rotten at heart Our pleaſures may be as good though 
not ſo coſtly as theirs. 

Hob. Twas but laſt ſummer, Damon, that our 
Squire got himſelf a wife, a parlous fine lady, and a 
rich one too. Lord, it did one good to look upon 
her, ſhe had ſuch a delicate white and red, for all the 
world like our Kate's doll; yet a body would believe 
that they came together only to live aſunder, — For 
Madam lies ih one bed, Squire lies in another, and 
| they are now like the two buckets of our town-well, 
when one comes up, t'other goes down, and if they 
happen to meet each other you would think they had 
never ſeen one another before. If this be the matri- 
mony of your town folks give me the country I ſay. 

Damon. T'Il warrant it will not be ſo with our young 
couple — bleflings light upon them, they think of 
nothing but the feaſt and the dance, and adod well | 
dance at the wedding too. 

Hob. Dance! ah, ah, don't you remember 
Damon, come Lammas . *twill be ſix and * years 
agone, when I met Cicely at our feaſt. „ 


AIR 
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ATR lv. 


Men the head of poor Tummas was broke | 

By Roger, who play d at the wale, 
And Kate was alarmed at the froke 

And wept for poor Tummas's ſake ; 

| When his worſhip gave noggins of ale, 
And the liquor was charming and ſtout, 

0 thoſe were the times to regale, 
And we footed it rarely about. 


Ven our partners were buxom as does, 
And we all were as happy as kings, 
Each lad in his holyday cloaths, 
And the laſſes in all their beſt things. 
Fi hat merriment all the day long ! | 
May the feaſt of our Colin prove fuch, 
Odzooks, but Dll join in the ſong, | 
And PH hobble about with my crutch. 


"a it was that very day his worſhip was 1. 
juſtice of the peace and coram then Cicely and I 
came together for the firſt time. She was a tight 
wench then, her cheeks were as freſh as a roſe and as 
red as a Catherine pear —— there was your dancing 
„ when n the and | were partners and - 


+ Plouriſb of Horns. 


Col. Oh, neighbours, neighbours, all our * 
are oyer-run with horſes, hounds, and huntſmen, 
they force into the vineyard. 


Plague on all ſportſ- 
men 
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men, they are born to ruin us. Here Roger, Tummas, 

quick, make haſte, the gate ſtands open, ſhut it faſt, 

for if we don't take care they'll ravage all. 

P!bœbe. We muſt be patient, Colin, it's the prince's 
bunt. 

Col. A murrain take all hunts I ſay. Here are they 
hunting about every day and all day, and their fine 
ſports forſooth muſt be our ruin. Our labour is all 
in vain. they are coming this way I think, get in 
lads and laſſes, theſe roaring fellows are keen ſportſ- 
men when they have our wives and daughters in 
chace., [A Hunting- piece bebind.] Exeunt omnes. 


SCENE III. bo 
Enter AsToLPHo and Fanrax. 


Fabian. A country girl | Sir, and is this. the oe 
of your adoration ? 

Aftolpho. It is, and what is ſtill more -xraodinary, 
her wit charms me as much as her ets 

Fabian. A miracle ! 

Aſtolpho. She is indeed a wonder, and I have been 
told that an old lady whoſe circumſtances obliged her 
to dwell in retirement, has been the protectreſs of this 
ſweet creature, and formed and cultivated her mind 
by an excellent education, leaving her poſſeſſed of the 
moſt amiable ſimplicity, a native frankneſs of 2 
and an agreeable vivacity. 


Fabian. Does not your highnef fear ſome _ 
tation? 


7 olpho. 


[| 1 | | | 
ith | _” THE CAPRICIOUS. LOVERS. 


Aſbolpbo. What ſignifies the blood ſhe ſprings from? 
A handſome woman 1s Te born above her con- 
dition. | 


virtue, — 


doat on this little rural innocent, and what is ſtill 
more extraordinary, with but little hopes of ſucceſs. 
Fabian. Ts ſhe ſo coy then ? 
Aſtolpho. My anſwer here muſt be ſtill more roman- 
tick. I adore her, and yet, which perhaps is the beſt 
Th proof, I have never dared to utter my paſſion. 
Fabian. But how can you hope to gain her heart 
without ſolicitation ? 
Aftolpho, For that purpoſe I han at length retained 
a female ſolicitor, Liſetta, whom I have ſent to exert 
all her artifice to win her to the court. I have no re- 
liance but upon her ſkill, but here they come w—_ us 
retire, and watch their converſation. 


SCENE IV. 


\ Fabian. But the Princoſ E mil Sir her rank and 


Aftolpho. I confeſs them. Yet my heart, ſpite of 
myſelf, is on the point of proving faithleſs to her. 1 
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A 1 R v. 
Men vapour o er the meadow die 


1 And morning ſtreaks the purple D. | 
| 1 wake to love with jocund glee 


« To think on bim, who doats on me. 


5 With ſecret Pleaſure T ſurvey 
| The frolic birds in amorous play, © 
 Fhile fondeſt cares my heart aw 


Which Aer leaps, and beats for joy. 


Enter LIsET TA : 


You muſt have, 2 very merry heart, rity: a | 
to be fo chearful in ſuch Aa _— and obſcure bie 


tion. 


 Phebe. The obſcutity of my candition/ is ws 
means of my happineſs: on have I to Wer = 


* tranquillity ? ? 


Liſetta. Tranquillity ! — etiayhaly | cranquillit 
is the pleaſure of a drone, dull and ſtupid. I love 
active pleaſures, to go on in a perfect round of de- 
lights, that whirl one about till one's almoſt giddy | 
with happineſs, and keep one as buſy as a bee. Indeed 
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my dear creature, you are moſt horribly miſtaken. 
Your purling ſtreams, ſecret groves, and dying ſwains, 
are mighty pretty things to read of, but there is 
nothing ſo abſurd in nature as preferring the gloom of 
a country life amongſt a parcel of cows, ſheep, and 
men like brutes, to the brilliancy of a court, — 


And let me tell you, young maiden, that face was 


never made to be buried in a cottage. Come, 
come, I know ſomething that would make your little 
heart go pit-a-pat for an exchange. You ſhall have 


Nothing to do but to wiſh and be ſatisfied. You ſhall 


have coaches and horſes, and jewels and ſervants. 
Phabe. Alas a day! who will give me all theſe fine 
things? 
Liſetta. Don't you a the other * you 


ſhewed a gentleman his way out of theſe woods, who 


comes a hunting here ſometimes ? 

Phebe. Oh that's the civil gentleman = of calls 
himſelf the prince's friend. He has promiſed to ſpeak 
a word for us at court, and to be ſure he'll do us real 
ers for he profeſſes great regard. 

Liſetta. Regard - — 2 fiddleſtick for regard, — tk 


beauty as your's will command love wherever it ap- 


pears, What ſignifies moping in theſe 24 an 
conſider how you will ſhine in a court. 

Pbœbe. Ah madam, I ſee you laugh at me. I am 
not deſigned for ſuch fine folks, I ſhould be ped 
to ſhew my face at court. . 

Liſetta. Not you indeed. Ten is no lh thing as 
' ſhame at court. — You ſhall flaunt it about in a gilt 
equipage, with n bandlome footmen behind it, 


* 


” | dreſſed 
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dreſſed in ſilks and ſattins, and gold and ſilver, and 
fringes, and laces and flounces, with jewels on your i 
fingers and diamonds in your ears, and a watch by 
your, ſide. And then your toilette wt your toilette 
ö  Phebe. Toilette! What's that 
Rh Liſetta. What a pretty Nizi tis! The ladies trea- 
| ſury, from whence in all ages they draw their moſt 
= laſting charms. The throne of art, the armory of 
cupid, and the altar of the graces 3 it is there that 
they triumph over nature, and repair the ruins of age 
by the delicate touches of the ras 


AIR 5 


Phebe. This is paſt my comprehenſion, 
Uunderſtand it. 
-- Liſetta. Aye to be ſure. 
Phœbe. I ſhould like it vaſtly, 1 wiſh I was there. 


Had 1 more charms, Colin perhaps mi icht love me 
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ATR. vr 


Tes that's *a magazine of 61 arms ba 
To triumph over time. 150 


 Whance beauty borrows half her a 


Aud always * her prime. 


2 4 gt the prude, cogurtte, and faint 


Induftrious ſets her face, 


Wile powder, patch, and waſh, and paint 


Repair or give a grace. 


| To arch the brow there lies the bruſb, 


The comb to tinge the hair, 
The Spaniſh wool to give the bluſh, 
The pearl to die them fair. 


Hence riſe the wrinkled, old, and grey, 
In freſheſt beauty flrong, | 
As Venus fair, as Flora gays 
As Hebe ever young. 


1 don't 
Shall I grow — at court ? 


— 


Liss. A ö 
Phebe. J have a good mind and * J am afraid, — 
but ſee yonder comes the e who W to 
the prince. 


LIE: 
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| 8 So, ſo, her vanity begins to work dre, 
The fiſh nibbles, I'll Jeaye him to hook. it. 


Exit e 
8 E N E = 
Enter AsToLÞHo, | 
Juen. Chanda fair 8 what ſtill at BR 


your ruſtic employments. Fie, fie, to bury ſuch 
charms in the country is treaſon againſt beauty. 
Phaebe. Indeed Sir, your language is paſt my ſimple 
underſtanding, —— A fine gentlewoman was here but 
now, and ſhe talked all riddles to me; pray, Sir, can 
you explain them ? She told me that there was a re- 
ceipt at court to make beauty everlaſting, and that 
ſomebody adores me; for my park I can't ſnd what ſhe 
means. 
Adulplo. Oh Phabs ! 
__ Phate. Bleſs me Sir, you ſigh, is there any ; thing 
gives you pain? What is the matter with you? 
Aſtolpho. I love you, Phebe. 
Phaebe. Is that all? And fo you love me. 
Aſtolpho.” Moſt ſincerely. 
Phebe. I'm glad on't. 
Aſtolpho. Indeed | 
 Phabe. Aye indeed, Sir. Surely Sir you will not 
deny the requeſt of her you love. 
Aſtalpho. No Phebe, no, name it and be ſatisfied. 
_ Phebe. You know Sir, they are continually hunting 
here from morn to night, if you have any intereſt, good 
Sir, 


7 
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Sir, ſpeak to the prince, that we may be no more 
troubled with him, for my part I can't find out what 
has poſſeſſed them to run over our fields in ſuch a man- 
ner; for the pleaſure of killing a little leveret they'll 
deſtroy you forty acres of corn — only ſee. 
Aſtolpho. Be ſatisfied, your _—_ is n 


granted. 


Phebe. I thank you Sir with. all my 3 and 
above all I beg you will never come here, for I don't 
like to ſee you. 

Aflolpho. What! how's that Phebe, I hoped—- 
 Phebe. Hoped !—pray what Sir. | 

Aſtolpho. You do not love me then 

Phebe. II not I indeed—T love Colin. 

Hftolpho. Vexation | who? Colin | who 

Phabe. A young man in our pariſh who courts me 
and, has promiſed me marriage. 

Aliolpho. Conſider Phœbe, do not throw away your 
affections, place them more properly. Let me conjure 
you. [Taking hold of her hand.] | 
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SH SGI 
Enter Corry. 


Colin. Softly, ſoftly weider you may not doch hy 
Phoebe. 


Aftoiphs. So here 8 my worthy rival. 


Phoebe. [ putting herſelf before Colin. 

I Phpbœbe. 1 pray Sir, do ndt hurt him. P 
Aſſtopho. Be not alarmed, pretty maiden, I 8 
not here to cauſe unhappineſs. He reſts ſecure for 
me, if Calin is indeed ſo dear to you, be aſſured I am 
his friend ) 

© Clin. Plague on the friendſhi p of the fox, hs 
comes in ſuch a civil leering way to ſteal: away the 
chickens. If you muſt needs pamper yourſelf with 
2 delicate morſel, e'en Jook ſor i it ENTRE 


PHoEBRE. 15 
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PHOEBE. 
K TR VIL 


Be calm I pray my tru? Iove dear, 
You know not what you're doing, 
A lord is in our preſence here, . : 
Aßfront may prove our ruin. | 
| Corin.' 
How can I ere believe him ſuch 
. Theſe trafty wiles purſuing. 
TeAſt.] My lord you honou# mie too much, 
A Plague on both your moving. 
Px OE B E. 
Oh Colin ceaſe your idle prate; 
| Your folly muſi undo us. | 
You know not from & man ſo great 
rede may come to ur. 5 


corn x. 


Believe not what the courtiers ſwear, 
They ruin whil/t they re civil, 
ToARt. ] 7 thank you Sir for all your cate, 
 —Such kindneſs is the devil. 


As TOoLPHO to PHOEBE. 


I was in hopes my tenderneſs might have won upon 
you; the happy Colin, J perceive, intereſts you more ; 
may he be the means of compleating your happineſs, 

| _ 
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3 I am rewarded with affliction. But your will 
ſhall be my law, adieu, remember, think upon my 
love, and be aſſured of every ſervice in wy power. 
1 . Exit. 
Colin. Thank heaven the coal is «clear wel all is 
calm agen. | 
Phebe. Indeed, Colin, you We the gentleman 


much too roughly.—He is a lord, and he has promiſed = 
to carry me to court. | 


Colin. To court! and will you go? 

Phabe. To be ſure, why not? they ſay it is a 
charming place, — we'll go together, love! 4 

Colin. Hear me, Phebe, nothing that's handſome is 
ſafe at court, his deſign is to betray you, which you 
don't ſeem to ſuſpect. he talked to you about love, 
why did you liſten to him, Phebe ? | 
Phpœbe. What if he did talk about love, his love is 
hopeleſs, and your courtiers are too well bred to offend 
againſt good manners. 

Colin. Ves, yes, 3 are ſuch fort of folks to be 
ſure—you have found them ſo. 

Phebe. Why do you ſuſpe& me? J only give e. ear to 
ſuch diſcourſe to laugh at it, to laugh with you my 
dear Colin, remain ſecure in that aſſurance. 

Colin. O no doubt that is charming and fine, but 
don' t I ſee him at this very moment lurking about, 

and ſtaring upon you as if he'd look you through amt, 
through? as he is not yet gone about his buſineſs, go 
home to your own cottage, to-morrow you are to be 


my wife, go along without any more to do. 1 tell 
you it muſt be fo,— _ 
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' Phoebe. I can't 
Colin. You muſt 
Phebe. I won't 
. Colin. You ſhall | 
Phebe. Mighty well; Colin, 1 don' t ve tie at 
your hands, let me alone | 


PA OR B E. 


AIR VIII. 


Be not ſo croſs and rude, 
You hurt me Colin—Oh — 
Ay lord is much too good 
To ſee me treated ſo. 


His lordſhip's tender care, | 
Shall keep me free from harm ; 

PII tell him all I ſwear = 
O lud you break my arm. 


4 + 


* 


SCENE VIS. 
R | 
As roLPHo, FAB IAN, and Attendants. 


Aftelphe Inſolent villian ! en her this . 
Colin. Let us alone Sir, I beſeech you, tis our on 
affair, and you have nothing to do with us. 
Fabian. Stand off, fellow, *tis the prince. | 
Phœbe. The prince; you! the prince. 8 
HMolpho. 


KTC OMTIC OPERA ai 
' Aftelpho. Yes, I endeavoured to conceal my rank, 
that your love might be diſintereſted. But to preſerve 
you I will now uſe my own authority. come 
hit!£ | 

Colin The prince |!—-the devil { Abe. 

Adolpho. Come, Phœbe, and adorn my court, there 
your beauty ſhall ſhine with all it's advantages, and 
partake with the ſovereign of the homage of all hearts. 

Phebe. Yes Sir, I will go with you. (To Colin) 
Henceforth you ſhall learn to prize me better. 

Colin. Was ever ſuch perſidy? 


PHOEBE. 
AER -- 1K 


Go ! ſeek ſome nymph of humbler lot, 
To ſhare thy board, and deck thy cot, 
With joy I fly the ſimple youth 

Who holds me light, or doubts my truth. 


Thy breaft for love too wanton grown, 
Shall mourn it's peace and pleaſure flown, 
Nor fhall my faith reward a fwain 


Who dcubts my love, or thinks me vain, 


Colin. A plague take the whole ſex, ſay 1. wy are 
25 light as chaff, and fickle as the wind. 


Da © An 


* 
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Thus laughed at, Jilted, and betray'd, 
amp, I tear, I raue; 
Capricious, light, injurious maid, 
PII be no more thy ſlave. 
| 7 E rend thy image from my heart, 
Thy charms no more engage; 


My foul fhall take the juſter part, 
And love ſhall yield to rage. 


| Exeunt Omnes.. 
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ACT IL SCENE IL 


A Tiiltte, PHOEBE dreſſing. 
* : ; / | | 
LisETTA and CLARA. 


LIGHT LAs 
LITTLE more rouge, if your unis | 
pleaſes. N 
Phæbe. Ladyſhip ! don't laugh at me. 
Liſetta. One ſlight touch more. | 
| Phærbe. More daubing ! have done, III no more 
| CIR 
. . 
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= AIX XI. 


7 Fink 3 you | ladies for your care, | 
But I pray you both farbear,, 
Sure J am all oer ſcratches ! 
That your curious hands muſt place, 
- Such odd ſpots upon my face | 
With yew pencils, paint, and . 


611! ĩᷣ 


How I totter in my gait, 
From a dreſs of ſo much weight, 
With my robe too dangling after ; 
Could my Colin now but ſee _ 
What a thing they ve made of me, 
Ob be d Jp bis ſides with laughter. 
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Tou have made a ftrange fi gure of me indeed at 
laſt. Theſe things are wondrous awkward to me, pray 
let's have done. 


Clara. Vour diamonds madam. 

Phœbe. O how they ſparkle. but dre are ſome 
flowers — Poh, they have no ſmell | every thing i is 
unnatural here. Beauty is but a painted ſign. All is 
impoſture even to the very flowers, 

Clara. Theſe flowers ma'am, are made to pleaſe 


the ſight, not the ſmell, and in this inſtance they ex- 
cel * of nature. 
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ATR XIL 


The flowers which grace their native za, 
Awhile put forth their bluſbing heads, 
But &er the cloſe of parting day x 5 
They wither, VOY and die away. 18 


But theſe 3 mimic ic il bath __ 
Nor ſcorchꝰ d by ſuns, nor fill d by ſhade 3, 3 
Shall bluſh with leſs incon/lant hue, 5 
Which art at n can renew. 288 5 


Liſetta. A fan for your SR. 


Phebe. Dear me ! what uſe can I 2225 of this? 
Liſetta. This is a wonderful inſtrument. It's exer- 


ciſe is various and. * Tou ſhall hear i it ma' am. 


9 


y * . 


AIR. 
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AIR XIII. 


For various purpoſe ſerves. * Jan, 

2 thus — a decent blind, 05 ” 
Between the flicks. to peep at nan, N 
Nor Jet betray your mind. =. wel 1 


Each action has a meaning l | 
Riſentment's Sin the Jaap, 5 | 
A flirt expreſſes Hrong . | 
Conſent | a r gentle tap... ty K 
Al 8 i the fan F ahh, | =, 
1 All modes of mals art, e 
5 4. to advantage fweeth | hebt ; 
_ The hayd | if not the heart. 


x Tis fally $ 5 ſeepter fir/t ent 5 
By love's capricious boy, ; 
Who knows how lightly all mankind 
Are govern'd by a toy. 


* _ 
r 


Ah ma' am, you'll ſoon underſtand the power of 
this art. I am raviſh'd with it already. What an 


amiable figure 
Clara. What a genteel air 
Liſetta. How immenſely elegant !—horrid ns 
(Afide.) | 
Phoebe. (Over hearing ) What did you ſay ? - | 
Liſetta. Quite in nature; you'll be the object 
of * adoration. 8 . 


Clare. 


5 A COMIC OPERA!” 2g 
- Clara. All the I -will _ he: 2 of Foe 
: | es ' n 3 
: Phebe. rs are Writ: yhun ln I hardly 5 
know myſelf, and yet after all, a peacock, a jay, or 8 
butterfly is dreſt ten times finer; here are gold and 
ſilver, and jewels, and ribbands of all the colours in 
the rain- bow. A great hoop that hides my real 
figure, waſhes that take away my natural complexion, 
ſhoes that will cripple. me, and ſtays that make _ 
NON." I ihe 9 was in my een *. 


AIR x. 


Nan od When lates finpl 05595 | OE eg 
J rov'd without confiraint, of 
A flream was all iy Jooking glaſs © 
| And health my only paint. 


The charms I beaft, ( alas how few!) 
T gave to nature s care, 
5 As vier ner Jpoilt their native hue, 
They could not want repai ny 


Liſetta. Vour ladyſhip will excuſe me, but upon 

my word, your notions are quite antiquated, and hays 

notahe leaſt reliſh of the Bon Ton. 
Pbæbe. Bon Ton! what's that! 
Liſetta. Every thing in the world, ma'am, in the 

polite world at leaſt. It is e to 2 or walk, 

or talk without it ma am. 8 
Phebe. What will you nd me out of my 3 

ſenſes! d' n I have nct Re. 

( >.> y N00 -- 
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the uſe of my eyes, my tongue, or my feet? Don't 
I ſpeak plainly? Don't you underſtand me? Don i 
you call this ſpeaking? 
* Liſetta. Not quite according to the bon ton, 5 1 
there is no occaſion for your ſpeaking plainly, it is the 
worſt thing you can do, nor for my underſtanding 
you, nay indeed, that's ſtill worſe than t'other, you 
ſhould never ſpeak to be underſtood. As to your 
manner, d-r-a-w-l out your words in a faint weak voice 
as if you did not know how to get them off your 
tongue. Your ladyſhip, entre nous, ſpeaks too much in 
the country tone. You ſeem all health and ſpirits, 
Put a little fickly delicacy into your accents, languiſh 
with your eyes; and totter in your gait, and then 
you'll be quite in the bon ton ma'am. 

Phebe. How ſtrange and ridiculous | 1 this 
place is the region of abſurdities. 


AIR. XV. 


How flrange the mode nick ruth neglects 
And reſis all beauty in defects 

But we by homely nature taught, 

The' rude in ſpeech are plain in thought. 


Liſetta. Why there again! in your ſinging now! 
Your ladyſhip has a fine pipe, but not a note accord- 
ing to the bon ton. No Italian expreſſion, which is 

the life and ſoul of all muſic, the very eſſence of har- 
mony; your ſingers of taſte will run up and down the 
ladder of ſounds from the cellar up to the garret, now 
rumbling * in the grand Spirituaſs _ they make 

| | | your 
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your ears crack again, and then in the Piano they ex- 
pire like a ſwan to their own melody. In our fa- 


Les 4 . 


yourite compoſitions we are not contented with making z 


the ſound an echo to the ſenſe, but by a happy jumb- 
ling of both together create the moſt exquiſite confu- 
ſion of harmony in the univerſe. Pleaſe your lady- 
ſhip, Tl give you a ſpecimen; and __. if you . 
1 III — yow to court. 


ATR XVI. 


Wo thunder i in thy accents ll” 


No fear ſhall ſhake my daring foul, 
O tyrant, grumble, rant and rave, 


Ay ſpirit ſearns to be thy flave. 


But pity lends her ſoothihg aid, 

Can I forſake my tender maid 2 

O tyrant, vain is thy decree, 

Her mournful looks are death to me. 


E 2 | | SCENE f 


1 
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0 Ku Semen in th Palace, * 2 


| e 1 61 
Lads, Yes Fabian, I do obſerve, nay 90 NE. un- 


eaſineſs. The ſenſtbility of the princeſs alarms me; 


I know her virtues, and am convinced of, her affection 
for me. Though from her delicacy ſhe has not hitherto 
upbraided me, I perceive ſhentertains ſtrong ſuſpicions, 
which you know are but too well grounded. 

Fabian. Yet hoſe my lord, are eaſily removed. 

Aſtolpho. And how? 

Fabian. Your highneſs' orders liars way done it, 
for what you promiſed Pherbe, will be a proof, which 
Emily cannot ſuſpect, that this amour has nothing 
real in it. When this fame Colin whom the young 
madam doats on comes do ente, * love will be a 
blind for your's. Vi 1ou 

Afolpho. True I have feng. for 8 but what then ? 
pray explain. 

Fabian. The awkward ſimplicity of country lovers 
muſt make an agreeable contraſt with the elegance of 
court manners, an amuſement only fit for laughter. 
As ſuch only you deſigned it, for that purpoſe you : 
brought them hither, for entertainment and obſerva- 
tion. The princeſs cannot ſuſpect your deſigns upon 
Phabe, when her own Calin is permitted to be with 
Hers. and yeu will eaſily find means to compaſs your 


intentions when all ſuſpicions are quieted. 


Afielpho, But fee the princeſs comes I would avoid 
her — Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


Enter uv and CL ARA. 


doubt. 
Clara. Do not torment yourkl, and create i 
nary affliction. . 


AIR XVII. 


Ourſotver foo often We 5 

And wrong our judgement to believe, 
Mben thinking harſhly of the ſwain : 
Me ae our hapes and brood on pain. 


Em. With the generality of women 1 confeſs the 
heart is not ſo much affected as their vanity is hurt by 
the fickleneſs of their lovers. Self love is too often 

the link which unites their ſouls, but the only intereſt 
which ſways my boſom is the pureſt and tendereſt 


affection. | 


Clara. Believe me, „ madam, the prince is no franger 


to your tenderneſs he will return it. 

Emily. You- would comfort me 1 e 1 
am alarmed from too flight a cauſe. However, watch 
ans a menen r ee e 
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Emih. He ſhuns me : Clara, alas 'tis now w beyond 2 


4 THE CAPRICIOUS LOVERS. 
7% E M I I. VL. 2 
AIR XVIII. 
if tyrant love with cruel dart 
 Transfix the maiden's tender heart, 


Of eaſy faith and fond belief 8 
She hugs the dart and aids the thief. 


Till left her helpleſs late to mourn, 
Neglected, loving, and forlorn; | 
She finds, while grief her boſom flings, 
As well as darts the god has Nu 5 


But who is this the prince brings with him ? —Oh 


*tis the village nymph he ſo much doats on. I muſt 
obſerve them, 3 Exeunt. 


2 — 27 — — => 
Rn & — 12 — Ro Sn * — — — * . 
Ao - 1 Cw OO» r! 
— r 


= XI _ 
= 
4, + wana ati. And <0 
8 * IT 
© 4 
+ YEA 


K * 
1 4a 
1 n 4 a 
Bu on 5 Tt x 
0 - 1 1 y 
5. % Z \ ; l : | 
7 \ . l 
\ [ z 
i 4 
' 11 4 y ; 
' n 1 
i ; 14 c 
| + 44 
N ? + FJ * 
1 py * 
LTH 
33 MW 
14. ++ I 7 
4: 
R $ BY E 
5 N F 4 
. 4 j 
x i 1 
99 
144 : 
2 * } £ 3 * 
} 
| Fas | 
4 1 bt q 
1 o 
* | or 4 
1 } $ 
i486 14 
1 i) I \ 
: l 1 = 
5 1 ol 
- us p 3 
ba) of ! 
PP: 
of TA 
*% 14 
64 1 
4 47 i 
F 1 ; 
1 1 
* ? , . 
114 * 
1 1 : 
K 
5 
; n * 
y *Þ 2 
19 : 
. 1 
[ [ N 
1 p 1 
i } 
l 1 4 
6 * : 
\ H f 
1 I 
«*R? 1 
1 4 
[ 
. 1 
1 * 
! ; 
1 , ” 
l 
* 
{ *40 
SIN; 
i 'Þ F 
* 13 — 
3 - F 
7 * * 
1. Wl 
l ' 1 N 
7 3 
*% 1 U j : & 
«3 * Thi 
9 N 
14 0 | 
4 8 , 
11 
11 1 „ 
17 
5 ul 
* © 
1 
j '\F5 
PX. 
inn 
74} . 
4 
9 4 
4 
N 
= © 7 
WS 9 
f 
1 7 
1 U 
19 1 
; 0 
H 7 
[ 
F 
4 +35 
.* 
. 
11171 
Fi 
3 1 
U 1 
1 7 
1 
1 
F 
#25 j 
2 . 
44 1 
1 17 
1 
( 119 
+» 
* £ 
k 
} 


SF. 
Enier PHOEBE. Asror no. | 


Aſtolpho. Well, what think you of the courts does 
it delight you, Phabe 2 

Phebe. It is the ſeat of wonders. 3 thing 
changes character here, the men are quite different. I 
met one who is the lord of the manor in our neigbour- | 
hood, 2 very proud gentleman amongſt us, he carries 
his head ſo high and looks ſo fierce, and threatens 
folks with his cane in the country if they do but look 


AK COMIC; OPBRA 1117 ap 


upon him, "Rem he was bowing and ſcraping and 
cringing, Why are they ſo complaiſant here, theſe 
great folks who terrify and C mineer over us in the 
country ? Does the court make them ſo much better? 
No, I believe if they do any good here tis only to 
get a right to do ſomething. bad elſewhere. |. 
Aſtolpho. I hear you with pleaſure. Did not the. 
brilliancy and the politeneſs of court ſurprize 8 
Phœbe. Oh they were extravagantly polite indeed. 
They paid their compliments with wonderful civility, 
and ran over my perſon and features in a loud whiſper 
with the moſt minute obſervation, — upon my word 


ſhe's a mighty. pretty tight thing, quite an angel for the 


country, what a poor little innocent it is, what an air 
ſhe has, what a walk, what a voice !—— _ 

. Aſtolþho., Oh, that. is mere pleaſantry— they'll. be 
more careful by and by, and ſhew you infinitely, more 
reſpect. They will be eager to invent new diverſions 
for you, they will read your wiſhes in your eyes, 1 
I my dear will ſerve them as a model, 
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Faith 6 to Phe. So madam, you have Matt: 2 de 
conqueſt. Suffer me, I beſcech' you, to pay a _— 
where the prince pays his. 

' Aftalpho. Nay, but Emily, you miſundertand. 

- Emily to Phæbe. Your ſuperior charms,” | | 

Phoebe. Pray madam do not mock me. ; 

| Emily to Molpho. Don't diſturb 1 my 40 
my preſence interrupts I ſee, I will retire.” 

Phæbe. Stay, ſtay, we have no loco e to n of 
The prince and [I — 

15 Emily. I underſtand you b 1 were W 
ful indeed if charms like pang s had not- moſt nn 
hs. | 


A I R. XIX. 


I muſt approve your highneſs flame, 
Your paſſion for the fair, 

And all the world muſt feel the ſame, 
Who marks her ſhape and air. 


A mien ſo rich in ev'ry grace, 
Her manners ſo polite, 

Such beauty beaming From her face, 
Mas ever ſuch a fright ! 


FW 


Phebe. 
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Hhæbe. so then, the prince is her lover. Yes, yes, 
I plainly perceive it. Upon my word, this place 
abounds with very odd cuſtoms. (To A fiolpho) Can 
you divide your heart to two at a time. (To Emily) 5 
The prince loves me. too, madam, he has ſworn it. 
Emily. (ironically to R Meer . 
that's all. 

Aſtolpho to Emily. "Nay, but J aſſure you, ; 
 Phabeto Emily. You need not be under any ap- 
5 prehenſions on my aoceunt. F 'or «my . I love 
Colin. 

Aſtolpho. Ye, yes, „Cali is ber ** nod Gli ſhall 
come, I told you wy the Don' t give any 
credit, 0 | 
Emily. I believe 3 3 e 

Aſtolpho. Twas but a whim that cauſed all this, for 
J imagined the ruſtic ſimplicity-of theſe peaſants might 
make an agreeable contraſt with the refined manners 
_ 6f our courtiers. 
| Emily. (Forcing a laugh) A very ridiculous projet 
truly! Oh we ſhall be charmingly amuſed; * Come 
let us hear ſome of her prattle. Well my dear, | 
and how do you like the court ? Wen 
Ppbœbe. May I ſpeak, my lord? 

| Alalpbo. Oh, what you pleaſe. 

_ 'Phebe. Then if 1 muſt fairly confeſs the truth, I 
am heartily tired of this horrid place, where every 
object I perceive ſeems a contradiftion_to common 
ſenſe. Their whole deſign is to reverſe nature; where 
people are for ever buſy in doing nothing, where they 
| eat without appetite, and lie down without reſt, where 


1 
n 
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their mirth is all grimace, and their pleaſure nothing 
but perpetual noiſe. 1 WT 
Clara. Her obſervation, madam. to. me ſeems per- 
fectly juſt; groves and retirement are your a 
places for innocence and imply: 


AIR. XX. 


"ag your verdant Inoly * 8 ee 
Calm Zephyr breathes a gentle gale, et, 
4 But ruſtling thro' the lofty trees 

- I.. fwells beyond the peaceful breeze. 


1 Thus free from envy's poiſon'd dart, 
—_ | You boaſt a pure unruffied heart, 
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. Mile jarring thoughts our peace deform _ 
. 4 And e our paſſions to a — 411 Lomnigan 


"Emily. And pray * is ſhe to return to her ee 

again? is ſhe to go to-morrow 7 2: 

_ Phoebe. No Sir, to night, to night, I: 2 you, 
. the ſooner the better. 
ese. Come, come then, let us leave _ to pre- 
. pare for her journey, and indulge her meditation on 
1 her beloved Colin. Your ſervant, my dear, | 
 . , Aftolpho. Adieu, Phæbe, don' t be uneaſy, your Colin 
1 | ö will ſoon be here. 


 Aftolpho and Emily out. | 
ü Pzßeæle. Your ſeryant my dear; a mighty pretty ſub- 
je to laugh at mall Een keep your prince to 


A fn +, a a .. yourſelf, 
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yourſelf, I want none of him. I am ſure, I did not 
come here to look for him. (weeping) I have nothing 
to reproach myſelf with, only let them ſuffer me to go 
and I ſhall be happy. Is it my fault? what have I to 
do with it? If Colin was to treat me ſo, inſtead of 
making myſelf ſo pleaſant with other folks, I ſhould 
die for grief, —But what is this I hear, — ah tis Colin, 


how engaging he'll find me, let n me ſee if he will re 
collect me in this dreſs. EIS 


7 


Col x. 
A I A. XXII. | 


Plague take ſuch folks, 
| Their whims, their jokes, 
With their nonſenſe, rant and riot, 
| This calls me clown, 
That ſhoves me down, 
Can a body neer be quiet? 


„ S8ao puſh'd about, 
Thruſt in, thruſt out, 
In a tumult, noiſe and hurry 
m ſqueez'd to death, 
Poe bſt my breath, 
And 18 wits run ws ferry. 


] Here have they 3 me out of che countity.6 to- 
make a fool and laughing ſtock of me. A parcel of 
_ ſervants I think they called them, though I took 


SS — 
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them for lords, they were all ſo belac'd and beruffied, 
have put me into this drefs forfooth in ſpite of my 
teeth; and what have I to do with theſe taudry trap- 
pings. I want nothing in this world but mine own 
ſweet- heart Phæbe. They cams truly to fetch me 
hither, and yet I can't find her; a plague upon em, 
every thing diſtracts me; I know not whether J ftand 
on my head or * legs. 

Phebe. I'Il e' en go and accoſt n -Sirt Sir. 

Colin. Lud lud, what can this fine lady want with 
me? 1 1 

Phebe. This is the luckieſt accident in the world; 
he can never find me out through this diſguiſe. 

Colin. How ſhe ſurveys me, I believe ſhe'll look me 
through and through, EE, 

Phabe. I'IlLl een try his eniliiicy, — and pray Sir 
what occaſion -cafi have brought you to court? 

Colin. Me? I only come to look for our Tau. 

Pbœbe. Who Sir, Phæbe? 

Colin. Ves, a tight laſs of our pariſh, who has pre- 
mis'd to be my wife, but ſhe has left me in the lurch. 

 Phebe. You amaze me, that's ſcarce poſſible. 

Colin. Aye forſooth but it's true. | 

Phœbe. But after all, Sir, why ſhould that give you 
any manner of uneaſineſs, a perſon of your figure I 
am ſure has it always in his power to make a better 
choice; you was never made to be treated with diſdain. 
I tell you ſo, Sir, as a friend. 

Calin. Friend! a friend to me, madam. Lord! I 
never ſaw you before in wy life. | 


Phe. 


Phabe, Upon my word, Sir, I wiſh you well. 
Colin. What? without knowing me 
Phebe. Oh Sir, people of your fort are 1 
known; you have a certain air in your countenance, an 

appearance in your dreſs. 

Colin. Oh madam, upon my . | 

Phebe. Which. een explain themſelves to my 
eyes. 

Colin. O, as to that, your e 
. - Phebe. And then what is ſtill more diſtinguiſhing, 
your exceſſive politeneſs. 85 

Colin. Politeneſs ! I polite ! indeed, madam, I don't 

pretend to know any thing of that matter. To be 
ſure I was always counted a civil body, and I know 
how to keep my diſtance and doff my hat, for I know 
that's good manners for certain when one talks to 2 
great lady. 

Phoebe. But you Sir are a a 
Colin. A gentleman! I a gentleman ! O ink; 0 
lud. 

Phœbe. I ſee it plainly, but you are i too 
modeſt, you are indeed. —— 

Colin. Yes, yes, forſooth, I am a country gentle- 
man. | 
Phœbe. * that "IM is Py in DE that is a ſuff- 


cient recommendation, and demands a peculiar pro-! 


tection. 

Colin. (Aſide) Odſbud, but I believe this lady has 
taken a fancy to me. They had good reaſon indeed, 
who told me one need but ſhew one s face at court to 
make one's fortune. 
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Phoebe. Bleſs me, what a charming figure; what 
eaſe, what elegance, Oh Sir, if you come hither to 
make your fortune you cannot fail of ſucceſs, Come, 
come, you ſhall be my ſervant. — O heavens what 
ails me] I am fo dizzy I can * ſtand; lord how 
my heart flutters ! | 

Colin. O madam, leis ſhall I ait you. 

Phebe. No Sir, I thank you, by no means. I be- 


gin to recover, I feel myſelf grow better Face. Oh 


the ſweet, fweet gentleman ! . 
Colin. Indeed, madam, you frighten me, what would 


you have me do, pray ſpeak, madam. 


Phœbe. You muſt—O Sir ſpare my bluſhes, jon 


how I tremble !—You muſt love me a little can 
"you ? will you ? if you do your fortune is made. 


Colin. Fhis can be no trick. It grieves me to ſee 
her in ſuch a taking. T'll &en pretend to fall in love 
with her. Adad, I muſt have more about me than I 
dreamt of to make ſuch — impreſſions on ladies of 
ſuch high faſhion. 

Phoebe. (Aſide) So ſo, he begins to waver. Let me 
ſee how far he will carry it—well Sir, and will you 


agree to my propaſal ? —— give me your hand. 


_ 


Colin. Oh madam, I-II dare not. 
Phebe. Am I fo frightful then ?—come, come. 
Colin. There then—I never was hard-hearted in all 


Lo days. 


Phoebe. (di e herſelf ) Oh traitor, Fare I 


caught you this is no more than J expected; now 
look upon me. Is it thus you reward your Phoebe ? 


6 alin. 
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Colin. Phabe who! Phebe! . | | 


Phebe. Yes, it is Phebe.. I have found you now. ; 
» Colin. A pag, upgh it who woc 11 dreamt of 


this ? ? þ 4 * ah a * wed „ # 2 
x „„ e W Oo ox on A ? 
Y FR . "& Js : 44 K 24 Bo$ 13 * 
1 Dunn. 
Phoebe. See, traytor, now before thy face 
Thy falſhood ſtands confeft.” * 7 | 
Colin, O maiden, think me not jo baſe, 
J feign'd i 11 proteſt. 
Phoebe. Go, go, deceitful ſwain. 
Colin. Say not theſe words again, 
Phcebe. Thy guilt is now too true. 5 
Colin. Such words are death from you. 
Phoebe. No better are thy du. 0 
Colin. Yes, better are my du. 
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Were rar rer re 


A 0 Fe oh un. 


E CE NE. 1. 
Wy Street. 


lessen, Dunes. 


Damon. Y E, aye, eee your ene folk, for 
all their vapouring and bouncing, are no 
honeſter than they ſhould be. Who would have 


thought that our Phebe would have been ſent for to 


court! 
Hob. Sent for quoth a, no Damon, . 
drawn in by artifice.— Lord! what a parcel of nonſenſe 


of teeth, and lips, and ivory, and coral, and diamonds, 


did ſome of thoſe ſcented puppets pour out before the 
wenches in our village, till the maids grew ſo fan- 
taſtic that they did not know their heads from their 
tails. 8 

Damon. Fair 1 cover foul 133 ; give me 
plain ſpeech, and plain manners I fay. | 

Hob. By my troth, Gaffer, I never could abide 
theſe leg-making gentry, who, bow and ſcrape, and 
palaver, with their hats ſtuck, like gizards, under their 


arms; and all the while a mean no more by their 
| civility 
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civility than to cuckold the huſband, or . the 
. bY REV] 


Damon. Thank Heav'n Hebbinol, we have none of 
thoſe vices, we are not ſo polite. 


Hobbinol. In good truth, neighbour, I envy none 
of thoſe ſort of folk. 


AIR - HK, 
Tho my dreſs, as my manners, is ſimple and plain, 
A raſcal I hate, and a knave I diſdain ; 
My dealings are juſt and my conſcience is clear, 
And I'm richer than thoſe who have thouſands a year. 


Do bent down with age and for ſporting uncouth, 
J feel no remorſe from the follies of youth; 

I flill tell my tale, and rejoice in my ſong, 
And my boys think my life not a moment too long, 


Let the courtiers, thoſe dealers in grin and grimace, 
Creep under, dance over for title or place ; 
Above all the titles that flow from a throne, 


That of honeſt I prize, and that title's my own. 


But ſure they cannot mean miſchief to our young 
couple, ſince my boy Colin has been ſent for to court 
with all haſte, and to meet your Phœbe they ſaid. — 
Body O me, how their eyes will ſparkle when they 
meet each other! I'll warrant you now ſhe is as me- 
lancholly as a turtle that has loſt | it's mate. 


G | Daman, 
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Damon. But for my part, Hobbinol, I cannot abide 
the thoughts of her being at court; why the place is 
for all the world like a fair, full of nonſenſe, noiſe 
and ſhew. 

Hob. Aye neighbour, they 5 fair here all the | 
year round, and a plentiful market too, only the goods 
now and then are a little ſtale. | 
Damon. A plague take their town manners I ſay. 
Though I doft my hat never ſo low, and beſpeak 
them never ſo civilly, they do but laugh in my face. 
Adod, I think we been as proper folks as the beſt of 
them in our time. They mun keep their flaunts and 
fleers to themſelves. It is a wonderment to me, neigh- 
bour, how we found our way hither. ; 

Heb. Or how we eſcaped whole from ſo many 
dangers. I thought I ſhould have had my body 
ſqueezed to death by one of thoſe Iggetting fellows, 
with poles in his hand and a chair at his backſide, who 
thruſt me into the kennel almoſt under the wheel of a 
coach, and then ſurlily cry'd out, “by your leave.” 
Had I known that had been the way of aſking a 
civil queſtion, ecod! but I would have had my IT 
ready to have given him an anſwer. 

Damon. Well, well, theſe diſaſters are at an end 

now. 
Hob. True 8 true, we mun 1 bide here, 
we muſt try what we can to recover our children, and 
for my part I do think Colin will be Pee mad if he 
miſſes his dear Phebe. E renn. 


SCENE 


— 
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SCENE II. 
5 dreſſing room in the Palace. 


PfoEBE, LIS ETTA. 


AI R. XXIII. 


From flow'r to flow'r the butterfly, 
O' er fields or gardens ranging, 
Sips fweets from each and flutters by, 
And all his Fg 15 changing. 


| Thus roving man new objects ſway, 
25 By various charms delighted, 
While fhe who pleaſes moſt to day 
 To-morrow ſhall be flighted. 


Faithleſs, faithleſs Colin“ And pray, madam, does 
Colin know the prince deſigns this viſit to me? 

Liſetta. O yes, he is of it—long ſince, 
poor ſoul. 

Phehe. The news of it has affected him no doubt 
| Liſetta. Oh yes, madam, for a quarter of an hour, 
or ſo. Now he'd run up and down ſtamping and 
. tearing, and raving and rending like a madman; then 
he'd ſtop ſhort of a ſudden, and folding his arms 
like a lover deſpairing beſide a clear ftream, heave 2 
deſperate ſigh, with the moſt rueful length of face 
mortal ever beheld. The Knight of the woeful coun- 
tenance was a cherub in compariſon, 


G 2 _ 
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A1 R. XXIV. 


Oh *twould pierce a heart of fone 
To hear him roar and blubber, 

So great à lover ne er was known, 
— Nor e' er ſo great a lubber. 


Like little maſter left alone, 
By gay mamma forſaken, 

With hiccup, ſob, and figh and groan 
His heart i is almoſt WO | 


But, like the reſt of his ſex, ſorrow took no faſt 
hold of him, *twas but an April ſhower, and all was 
fair again. a 

Phote. Indeed Liſetta, v were it not for his treachery 

I could almoſt find in my heart to pity him. But, 
dear Liſetta, T find myſelf ſtrangely fatigued ; your 
pleaſures here pall the mind without entertaining it; 
my ſpirits are quite overpower'd. 

Liſetta. I'm glad of it; now, now you begin to 
have the hon ton, —lI was ſure your ladyſhip could not be 
ſo long amongſt the polite world without catching the 
manners of it, *Tis nothing but nerves, weak nerves, 
2 and faſhionable vapours, things of courſe. | 

Phebe. Vapours, and weak nerves, why can it be a 
faſhion to be ſick ? | 

Liſetta. O lord ! as I told you _ it's downright | 
ungenteel to be otherwiſe. Your ruddy complexions, 
and active limbs, may do very well for a dairy maid 


in 
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in the country; but here they are perfectly unneceſ- 
fary, nay, abſolutely improper. Lard, ma'm, it is 
as unfaſhionable for a fine lady to be without a com- 
plaint, as tis to be out of debt. | 

Pybœbe. The more I obſerve your manners here, the 
more they ſurprize me. But were it not poſſible, 
madam, that Colin might be concealed ſome where 
| here-abouts, that he may over-hear our intercourſe ? 

Liſetta. Undoubtedly, madam; but for what purpoſe 
does your ladyſhip intend 

Phebe. The deareſt in the world, revenge. 

Liſetta. That is indeed a moſt delicious morſel, 3 
the injuſtice he has done you by his ſuſpicions, deſerves 
the worſt of mortifications from your hands. 

Phœbe. Well, Liſetta, E leave that management to 
you. The prince will be delighted with it. Adieu, 
I ſhall attend his highneſs's-pleaſure, 


Exit Liſetta. 


If Colin Names me now tis not without reaſon, but 
I will fill ſurprize him more. Alas! why did I come 
hither ! Is it the air I breathe which poiſons all my 
peace ? at home, my only thought was mirth, for 
there all was tranquillity, pleaſure and happineſs. 


AIR 


r RAY 1 
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AIR. XXV. 


When far from faſhion's gilded ſcene = 
J breath'd my native air, 

My thoughts were calm, my mind ſerene, 
No doubtings harboured there. 


: But now no more myſelf J find, 
Diftraftion rends my breaſt ; 
While hopes and fears diſturb my mind, 
And murder all my reſt, 


Enter Emily, CLARA. 


Emily. So, Clara, I ſtill find her here you ſee. The 
ſo much boaſted charms of the country will I fear loſe 
all their reliſh after the ſplendour of a court. © 

Clara, Love, madam, is undoubtedly very intoxicat- 
ing, and it is no wonder if the addreſſes of a prince 
turn the brain of an ignorant village laſs. 


AI R. 


ſimple folks who are the ſervants of nature. 
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AIR XXVI. 


Flattering hopes the mind deceiving 
' Eaſy faith too often cheat, 
Waman, fond and all believing, 

Loves and hugs the dear deceit. 


Noiſy ſhew of pomp and riches, 
Cupid's trick to catch the fair, 

| Lowly maids 160 oft bewitches, 
Flattery is the beauty's ſnare, 


Emily to Phebe. So then, you will not leave us 
yet. The court has ſtronger attractions than you _ 
were aware of, Phebe. 

Phebe Alas! madam, did it depend upon my 
choice I would be far off, The pleaſures of this 
place are loſt upon me, they are too artificial for us 


Emily. Quit then, as faſt as you can, a place fo con- 


trary to your manners. I would not delay a moment. 


Alas! why cannot I ſhake off tnis en pomp 
and pageantry of courts ? 


AIR 
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AIR. XXVII. 
What's all the pomp of gaudy courts, 
But vain delights, and tinſel toys, 


While pleaſure crowns your rural ſports + 
With calm content, and tranquil joys. 


Clara. O lard! madam, how pretty muſt it be to 
wander along by the flowery banks of murmuring 
rivers, and to breath the delightful fragrance of the 
meadows ! Oh tis a paradiſe on earth. 


A I R. XXVIII. 


Return, ſweet laſs, to flocks and ſwains, 

Mphere ſimple nature mildly reigns, 

here love is every ſhepherd's care, | 

And every nymph is kind as fair. : 


The court has only tinſel toys, 
Inſipid mirth and idle noiſe; 
But rural joys are ever new, Rs 
Fhile nymphs are kind, and ſhepherds true. 


Phebe. Upon my word, ladies, you reaſon excellent- 
ly well in your turn. I perceive the advice of every 
body flows from ſelf-intereſted motives. You would 
moſt obligingly inform me that my preſence diſpleaſes 
you, madam ; I heartily believe it. But, now [I 

| | think 
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think on it, I can't go yet, *tis abſolutely impoſſible. I 
have a particular engagement with the N Ws 
Emily. With the prince! 
Phebe. Yes, with the prince; Oh you will 1 
exceedingly. 
Emily. Laugh! I laugh! ww] 
Phebe. The prince you know is in love with you. | 
Emily. (/ighs) And what-then ? 
Phoebe. Fhen!— why he deſires an interview with 
mo. eo en DT es OG 
Emily. Which you have granted, I ſuppoſe, 
Phebe. Oh, doubtleſs. It is not for folks in ſuch 
an humble ſituation as mine to refuſe ſo great an 


| honour, and indeed, after ſo many inſtances of friend- 


ſhip and protection, it were a fin to deny ſo ſmall a re- 
queſt, But I ſee, madam, you are diſcompoſed. 
Emily. Who I! not I, not in the leaſt, 
Pbœbe. I can't abide to be thought ungrateful. 


Emily. So then, Phœbe, after all this parade of 


honour, and virtue, and love, you can make an ne 
nation ? ©} ee, 

Phebe. Come, come, don't be ſuſpicious; 5 7 
you dread a rival, you may find a friend. I pity your 
uneaſineſs madam, nor will I ever be the cauſe of 


adding to it. Come then with me, and, if poſlible, en- 


deavour to forget your jealous reſentment. I warrant 
you all will be well yet. e 
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S CE N E 1v. f 


An be 


Enter CoLry. 


4 195 XXIX. 


05 booby, Blockhead, numpſtul, aſs, : 
Oh fatal ſtrange miſtake ; 
fear Doe lift my deareſt laſs ; 
Ob ſure my heart will break, 


Where Hall I now my Phœbe find, 
05 lovely, cruel fair; 
And will ſbe then be ſtill untind? 
I tremble, I deſpair. 


I'm ruined, dead, undone. They have bewitched 
her, they have poifoned her, they have given her 
ſomething to ſteal away her heart; and yet I ſcarce 
can credit it. It is impoſſible — what Phebe meet 
the prince, alone! alas! it is but too true. My folly 
has aggravated her to an entire negle& of me. Well, 
Heaven be thanked I am not quite friendleſs yet, The 
go0d-natured gentlewoman who brought me hither has 
promiſed to place me where I may over-hear all, and if 
I find my ſuſpicions true, I know how to be revenged 
for the trick ſhe has played me. Yes, I will give vent 
to my anger, yes, thou cruel, hard- hearted Phœbe, III 
tell you to your face that you are a falſe, ungrateful 

huſſey, 


A COMIC OPERA. 5 
.huſſey, and then — I'll go and hang myſelf; and then 
—Yyou ſhall never ſee me more. But yonder's 


che fine lady my friend and guide. Lord! Lord! 
how my heart beats! how I dread the event 


Exit. 
SCENE V. j 
An apartment in the Palace. 
Enter PH OE EE. | 
So then — hitherto all things are rightly diſpoſed, | 
Colin now may be ſatisfied of our interview; how - 


ſtrangely am I ſituated ! at once the object of the 

prince's love, which I never was ambitious of; of te 

princeſs's jealouſy, whom. I wiſh to - ſerve; and my 3 

own Colin's hard ſuſpicions, which are moſt unjuſt; 1 

| but here comes the prince. 0 ' 8 | | 
Enter As rol ho. 


Well, my Lord, you find me an obedient fervant; — 
what would your highneſs have with me ? 
Aſtolpho. Can that be a queſtion now Phæbe, does 
not the tenor of my whole behaviour explain itſelf to 
you? Come, come, you know I love you. 


Phebe. Love me, alas my lord, I was born to bp | 
| humbler hopes, and your highneſs can never be at a | 
, loſs for more worthy objects. | : 


| Aftolpho. Worthier—Surely Phebe, you take a _ 
ſure in creating my miſery. 


ls - W 
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Phœbe. No, I would rather wiſh to make you 
happy. 

Aftolpho.” Alas ! T have wiſh'd, I have ſighed a long 
time for a heart without guile, a heart that was ſimple 
and ingenuous; a happineſs not to be met with at court. 

Phebe. Oh, my lord, that is a happineſs you have 
always in your own power. 

Aſtolpho. My power! do you e my paſſion 
then? am I ſo bleſt? 

Phoebe. Indeed I will not wel one moment to 
make you ſo. Wait but my return and I will con- 
vince you. | Exit. 

Aſtolpho. What can this mean? I am aſtoniſhed, 
my ſpirits are all in arms, and my heart flutters with 
expectation. 55 

Phebe returns with Emily. | 

' Phebe. There my lord, (preſenting Emily) that hap- 


pineſs is now your own; and I feel a ſatisfaction in 


being the means of it. | Exit. 
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Enter 0 o LIN from behind. 
A 1 R XXX. 


Confuſion, tortures, death, Ar, 
Why am I thus betrayed? 

A Thy vows I whiflle to the air, 
o, perjured, treacherous maid. 


0 E mily hots at Colin, and enter Phebe on the other fade.) 


T ſee my fault, I bluſh for ſhame, 
Oh joy to find thee true! 

Oh nymph forbear that fault to blame 
Which roſe from love to yo. 


Phœbe to Aftolpho. Now. Sir you are maſter of that 
treaſure you ſo long deſired; be happy in the poſſeſſion 
of it. And now, Colin, what is become of your 
jealouſy ? take care how you harbour again a fiend 

which deſtroys all peace. | 

Colin. I begin to revive again. : 

Emily to Aſtolpho. Aſſured as I am of your incon- 
ſtancy, I might perhaps break out into reproaches, 
but your conduct afflicts me more than it offends, and 
makes .me unhappy without being violent. I ſee, Sir, 
I have loſt your heart. (going) 

Aſtolpho. ( flopping her) Stay, ſtay my princeſs, our 
hearts were not deſigned for ſuch ſeparation, Phæbe, it 
is true, by thus enlightning my bewildered ſenſes has 

humbled 
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humbled me ſufficiently, and I ſhould bluſh indeed, if 
I did not endeayour to imitate her. Her example ſhalt 
excite me, and if my revived affections are worthy of | 
a return, Hymen ſhall unite us on this day. 

Emily. Love ſurely may excuſe its own frailties. — 
Oh Phebe, let me embrace thee, how much do I owe 
to your friendſhip [—how ſhall I reward you? 

Phebe. Leave that to Colin, madam, for from him 
alone I expect it. Come Colin, endeavour to amend 
your errors ; here, take my hand, now you know all 
my vengeance, 


AI R. XXXI. 


Again in ruſtic weeds array'd, 
A fample ſiwain, a ſimple maid, 
O'er rural ſcenes with joy we'll rove, 
oF By dimpling brook, or cooling grove. 


Thy hands ſhall pluck, to grace my bow'r, 
The luſcious fruit, the fragrant flow'r, 

Whilſt joys ſhall Bleſs, for ever new, 

TY Phoebe kind, my * true. 


Colin. Nor ſhalt thou be deceived—let us away Wi th 


haſte. We will be married ſtrait, this is true joy 


indeed; what need of ſo much myſtery to be happy? 
but however, Sir, I pray you leave off your hunt- 
ing on our grounds. Peace and quietneſs are better 
than all the honours in the world - 


AIR. 


ac MIC OPER A. 


A I R. XXXII. 


Why fhould I now, my love, * 

That toil awaits thy chearful fwain, 
 Sence labour oft a: faveet beſtows 

Which lazy ſplendour never knows. 


Hence ſprings the purple tide of health, 
De rich man's wiſh, the poor man's wealth, 
And ſpreads thoſe bluſhes o er the face 
n dich come and go with native grace. 


The pride of dreſs, the pomp of ſhew, 
Are trappings oft to cover woe 

But we, whoſe wiſhes never roam, 
Shall taſte of real joys at home. 


Aſtalpho. May | heav” n protect you both, live long in 
peace and happineſs, and ſhare my bounties as you 
pleaſe. 


Enter FABIAN. 


Here are two old men come after Calin, and Phobe, 


they make ſuch a buſtle and clamour one would think 
they were ſtark ſtaring mad. 


Aſtolpho. Oh bring them in, the W will x now 


be general indeed. (To W 0 ) what uneaſineſs * my 
: FIN produced! But | 


Da MON (without) 
I tell you, I will have my daughter. , 
Hog- 
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| HoBBINOL (without) 

Give me my ſon, I ſay, body o'me, you 8 
fac'd chitterling; Oh, that I was dut threefcore for 
your ſake, | | 

Damon. Don t talk to me, my own's my own, and 


I will come in. 


Phebe. . heavens! my father. 


; Enter HoßgBINOL, and DAMox. 
| VVT | 
Damon. So, ſo, we have found you now Adod, 
but we have not. They do —— but make fools of 


us, I think. 


Hob. For my part I believe it is the land of OY I 
did not want ſuch fine folks, our ſearch is after a 
couple of ftray'd children, and they told us they were 
here. (Going up to Colin) I pray you, Sir, can you tell 
me any tidings? (diſcovering him) Ods my life, its my 
own boy Colin; I am tranſported, I am overjoyed,— 
and why did not you anſwer your father, you dog ?— 
Only fee, Damon, how they have bedizened him, a 
looks for all the world like a king in the puppet- 
A ee 
- Phebe to Damon. And here too is your Phœbe, Sir, 


It is no wonder you ſhould not diſcover me through 


this diſguiſe, ſince even the quick ſighted eyes of a 
lover have been deceived before now. 

Damon. Have I recovered thee at laſt, my child ! 
My neighbour and I have had a weariſome purſuit 


after thee. 


Colin. 
A. - 


A COMIC OPERA. x 
Culia. All is well that ends well, father; we ſhall 


now be as happy as the day is long, thanks to the 


prince there. In truth we are much obliged to him. 
Hob. Oblig'd ! quoth a, yes, yes, 1 "OA he 
has been very ne 


A IR. XXXIIL 


No doubt but your fool ſcap has known 
His highneſs obligingly kind, 

— Odzoots I could nock the fool down, 
Was e er OY a couckoldy kind? 


To be ſure, like a good oleh ſpouſe, 

You ve lent him a part F your bed; - 
He has fitted the horns to your brows, 

And J. fee them ſprout out of your head, 


To heep your wife virtuous and chaſte 
The court is a wonderful ſchool, 

V lord you've an excellent taſte, 

And, ſon, you are a cuckoldy fool. 


I your lady ſhould bring you an heir, 
Tye blood will flow rich in his veins, 
| Many thanks to my lord for his care 
— You dog, I could knack out your brains, 


* | Durrer 
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Durrer. 


Colin. I ſcorn to be any man's be, | 
I know what is proper and right. 
Hob. You talk, Sir, exceedingly brave, 
You puppy, get ont of my fight. 
Colin. Dear father, ne er truſi to report, 
| My Phoebe it true to her ſibain. 
Hob. Then why this fine jaunt up to court? 
You dupe, you're a cuckold in grain. 


Aſtalþho. Be not ſo diſtruſtful, old friend. I have 
ſeen my error, and repent it. The temporary uneaſi- 
neſs you have found in the loſs of your children, will 
be amply compenſated in the happineſs of to-day. 
Here (taking Emily by the hand) my affections are ſettled. 
Phœbe merits no ſuſpicions, and if mutual love hap- 
Pily rewarded can enſure a bleſſing upon earth, her 


union to-day with Colin ſhall effect it. Come, come, 
we ſhall all be happy. 


Emily to Hebbinol. Y ou may be perfectly ſatisfied, Sir, 
your fears are all groundleſs. It is from the conviction of 


her innocence, and by her interpoſition, that all parties 

are reconciled. Surely you ought to be fatiched on 

this point, when you ſee I am. 

Hob. Say you ſo? why then, come hither nen 

Heav'n bleſs you. — Body o' me, but I cry for joy. 
Damon. Let me join my bleſſing too. And now, 
: adod, Va as gay as a lark, and as light as a cork. 


05 . 
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CY 4 
| 


honeſty of nature is not corrupted, though it is cul» 


1 comic OPERA. „ 
Aſtolpho, From this hour my bliſs commences. Ho 5 


ſweet it is to gain the affections of a heart which owes 


all its charms to innocence and fimplicity ! but to find 


one without guile in the midſt of courts, whoſe 


tivated by art, makes up my peculiar felicity. 


Tm 1.003 


Colin. For thee my love ſhall ever burn, 
Thou art my fondeſt aim. | 
| Phoebe. Ay love ſhall yield thee fweet return, 
I burn with equal flame. 
Emily. No care ſball &er my ſoul annoy, 
No fears my Bliſs deſtroy. 
Colin. For thee my love ſhall burn, + 
Phoebe. My love ſhall yield return. 
Emily. Love is our whole employ, 
All. Ob, this is perfect joy. 
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